with sunken Jeatures,

ﬂllpn, wlisa and pale,

Toward the wond'ring Legislutors
Turning. the tale,

] anes, wo know,
1 Mnﬁho&m
But we huye no clothes to go |

Only us back our fyther
o the sinks whereia thay e,
bleas you till we die,"
my lieart waa bleeding,

Tn their poverty an

But 1 woke—and quick upstartiog,
eyelidy with my =

T
the & had burned Jow ;

Yol T board these pleaders erying
rummn-uuzz’um

%ﬂn Ty

The Double Disappointment.

One winter there came to Tten
New Jersey, two men, named Bmith an
Jones, who had both of them designs
upon the Legislature. Jones had a
wile, and was in love with a pretty wo-
He wished to be div
the bad wife, so that he might marry the |
pretty woman, who, by the
widow, with black eyes,
bust! Therefore, Jones came to Trenton
for & divorce. Smith had a good wif
plump as a robin, good as an angel, an
the mother of ten children
did not want fo be divorced,
to get a charter for a tumnpike, or plank-
road, to extend from Pi
zapin Hollow, Well, they
different errands, came to
addressed the assembled wisdom with |
the usual arguments. 18!, suppers, main-
Iy composed of oysters, with a rich back- ||
ground of steak and venison ; 2d, liquors ||
in great plenty, from “Jersey lightning"—
ind of locomotive a;‘full
speed, reduced to liquid shape—to New-
mhmpai@. To speak in plain prose,
Jones, the divoree man, gave a cham.
paign supper, and Smith, the turnpike
man, followed with a champai
fast; under the mollilying influence o
which, the assembled wisdom passed
both the divorce and turnpixe bil's, and
Jones and Smith—a copy of each biil in
their packets—went rejaicing home, over
miles of sand, and through the tribula-
tion of many stage coaches. Smith ar-
rived at home in the evening, and as he
#al down in his parlor, his pretty wile
relty she did look!
en asleep over head,
the other five studying their lessons in
the comer of the room, Smith was in-
duoed Lo expatiaie upon the good resul
of his mission 1o Trenten.

“A tumpike, my dear. 1 am one of
the directots, and will be president. Mt
will set us up, |DII!; we can send the
childrén to boarding-echool and live in
syle, out of the toll.  Here is the charter,

s Run to Ter

ernm’ and |

beside him—how
and five of her chil

. 'm
lmwmpm‘z.hu i and arm in
arm they proceeded to the house of the

man of thei M
%-. ess me !’ exclaimed the
mild, foan, as he saw them enter,
Smith Tike the very last of Jone
shad, and Smith’s wife wiping her eyes
| with the comaer of her aprop—'‘Goodness
| bless me, what's the matier !

“The mattar is, | want you (o marry us

| tworight off 1 replied Bigith

nian, fingers and awfal
eyes, “ate you drunk or crazy ¥

¢] aintorazy;and I wish I was drank,”
| smid Smith, desperately; “iha fact is,
| brother Goodwin, that some scoundrels
at Trenlon, unbeknown to me, snd at
dead of night, have gone sad divorced
me from myown wite; she is the mo-
ther of—of—nine children !

“Ten,” suggested Mrs. Smith, who

| was m‘i’ “Hare’s a tumpike !”
‘ Wﬂ; good minister seeing the
state of the case (the Trenton parchment

| was duly produced from the pocket of
i the luﬁu 1us Smith), married them over
| straight-way, and would not take a fee.
The faet ia,.ﬁ\;o as he was, he was
dying to be , 80 Lhat he could give

vant 1o a su 5’."“1 laugh, which was
ﬂ hxp over} ith and
Smith’s wile went jz:u ofhe "l
kissed every ane of their ten children.
[ The little Smiths never knew that their|

Marry you?” _l't!ad-!ha clergy-
it ko B i |

| elub, and with one fell stroke

atalal

dnnk,’t be baok
till next yesar!” It wasa hard

oase. e
The mistake [7] had occurred on the

The Cambridge City (lad.) News, re-
lates the following: . .

*0On Thursday, of last:
man of this phn: (-u-'-:- Hm
wi “3 became inloxicated, and
contin

Hnugd, Jor some e Gy, 19
L morli .

roung wife and

uain ,;:l‘::“tima his
:ﬂa visited all the honses in this place
where liquor is sold, and pu&elx re-
quested them not 1o sell her husban any
more. all declared that they had
not and would not sell him any liquon
Oupe Thursday afternoon, while out in
gearch of her husbahd, she was informed
that he was in & aint-ﬁola, near the rail-
road. The lady immediately went there
and found her husband drunk and almos!
senseless. ‘At the lamentable condition
in which she found her husband; she be-
came very much enraged at the doggery-
keeper. Provoked to madness, she
saifed 8 cinbdol‘ about two m& a hﬂhi:km
in length, and gel in u o whisky-
shop, The first lick lhepubl:okc to pisces
a large decanter, filled with whisky, just
or the accommodation of some of his
drunken sots then within. The next
move she swept pitcher and glasses from
the counter. This made the olddogfary
furious. He attacked the lady

highness to the floor. He raised the ery

| father and mother had been made siran- |
gers 10 each ather by legislative enact-|
ment.

Meanwhile, and on (he 'self same
night, Jones returned to his native town
—Burlington, 1 believe—and sought at
once the fine pair of black eyes which |
he hoped shortly to call his own. The
preity widow eat on the sofs, & white
kerchief lied careleasly about her round,
white throat, her black hair laid in silky |
waves against each rosy cheek. |

“Divorce is the word,” eried Jones,
phyfulli patting her double chin. “The |
| lact is, Kiiza, I'm rid of that cursed wo- |
' man, and you and I'll be married to-
'night. I know how 10 manage those
scoundrals al Trenton.

A champai
| supper (or was it a breakfast ?) dld.:ﬁz |
bosness for them, Put on your bonnet ||
and let us go to the preacher's at once, ||

|
L) I

dearest

The widow (who was among widows
as hes aie among apples), pul on
t hermuel and took Jonupslrm, and—

“Just look how handsome it is put on
gamhmenl!" oried Jones, pulling out the
ocument before her. *Here’s the law
which says that Jacob Jones and Anna
Caroline Jones are twol Look at it}
Putting her plump, gloved hand on kis
shoulder, she did Eho atit.

0 dear!” she said, with her rose-bud
lips, and sank back, half fainting, on the
sofa.

0 blazes !" cried Jones, and sauk be-
side her, rustling the fatal parchment in
his hand. “Here's lots of happiness and
champaign goue to ruin”

It was & hard case. dnstead of being
divorced and at liberty to marry the
widow, Jacob Jones was simply, by the
Legislature of New Jersey, incorporated

of murder and fled. The rest of the ine-
|btim, seeing the practical demonstra-

tions of her as practiced on the keeper,
| fled as fast as their locomotive powers

{ could bear them away from the scene,

| Having the shop to herself, she coolly

and deliberately went to the whisky bar-

rel and beer keg and broke the faucets,
| causing the contents to min out over the
| floor; after which she broke all the jugs,

bottles and flasks that could be found,

and which he kept for the sccommodas ||

' for bliss, the practice of an ex
laced on the counter as she stepped in, [
' thoughts! Bat let me rise in

night visions, ve
delusive dreams are we o1

comparison of that divine undey
ng, intuitive knowledge, noonday dis-
coveries, vigor and solivity of soul, we

shall b-E«-nd. when we awake to
immo: t'r from all the slumbers of a
wransitory life!  And yet (woe is

am | not more anxions 1o grow

foar of temporal losses at fimes out-
balance the ]goé
ing! While God and glory have a
ng meditation in my heart, have not the
vanities of the world & permanent man-
sion? Doess ndt worldly sorrow take
deeper root in mlﬂunoul than spiritual )lz,!
were my thoughts counted one by
one, while vanities reap the whole har.
vest, sacred things have scarce the lithe !
Is this, alas ! the behavior of a tmnduinlaf
t o
lory¥ One thinks least of what he
oveslast. O mournful sonclusions! that
I love God |east, since he is least in'my
g dost of
templations, and see the goodly host of

e

I light and substantial joy.

the ransomed nations, dwelling io the

day di of his osseased

WA
) n 0

| sires. Their souls are replenished ith

| the most refined satisfaction, sacred de-
What an au-
assembly are the inhabitants of the"
ter country—wearing crowns; holding
| sceptres, reigning on lhrones, walking in
white, exalted in their nature, their con-
ceptions bright, their visions cloudless,
their thonghts elevated, thair songs trans-
orting, their happiness confirmed, their
ove burning, and all their powers en
| tranced forever !

&
4

ton of his blossomed-nosed oustomers.” | Ciamacres or T True Patnosoprs.

Saturday Night.

What blessed things Saturday nights
are, writes some one in the “Tribune,”
and what would the world do without
them? Those breathing moments in the
tramping march of life; those little twi-
lights in the broad and garish glare of
noon, when pale yesterdays’ look beau-
l::':tlxll thrm:'gh the &hndio‘:s, ar:ld faces
“changed” lon smilg sweetly again
in thaxbmh; W, agla,on. ramemb{ru the
“old folks at home,” and the old fashion-
ed fire, and the “old arm chairy” and the
little brother that died, and the little sis-
ter that was “uranslated.”

Satarday nights makes people human ;
sel their hearts to beating solily, as they
used to do before the world tamed them
into war-droms, and jarred them to
pleces with tattoes.

The ledger closes with a clash; the

up go the shutters with a will; eliek
goes the key in the lock. i is Saturday
night, and business breatlies free again.
Homeward, ho! The door that lras been
ajar all ‘the week gently closes bhehind

into a turnpike company, and what made
it worse, authorized wiih his brother di-
rectors, 0 construet a turnpike from Bur-
lington to Brist il

hen you reflect that Burlington and
Bristol are located justa mile spari; on
opposite sides of the Delaware river, you

| after all, and not in the vaolt, and not in
the book
| family Bible—and not in the bank.
May be you are & blcheloti
fony. Theu, poor fellow!

tawi

will percaive the exireme hopelessness
of Jones' case.

.

nothing to anybody.
cyednosi' Hwk-,;yod’, but

| either the prese i
| mankind ; while, on the otlier hand, the
| boundless views of intéllectnal and mo-

iron-doored vaults corfie oo with a bang; ||

him; the world is shat out, BShut ont!
Shut in, rather. Here are his treasures

; save the record in the old

{rosty and
1 Satarday
night is nothing o you, just as o%lm

ue-
above :lf, true-  egar-hearted

| —The character of the trug philosopher

|| is to hope all things not impossible, and

to believe all things not unreasonable.

| He who has seen obscurilies which ap-
| peared impenetrable in physical and
|

|| and the most barren and unpromising

rptra.tion, into rich and inexhaustible

mathematical science suddenly dis

fields of inquiry converted as if by in-
springs of knowledge and power, an a

single change of one point of view, or

| by merely bringing to bear on them some

principles which it never occurred before
to try, will surely be the very last to ac-
quiesce in nrny dispiriting p: 18 of
present or fature destinies of

ral, as well as material rélations, which
open on him on all hands, in the courge
| of thees pursuits, the knowledge of the
trivial place he oceupies in the ecales of
| creation, and the sense continually press-
ed upon him of his own weakness sad
incapacity to suspend or modily the
| slightest movement of the vast machin
| he sees in action around him, must
| fectually convince him that humility of
retension, no less than confidence of
| Eope. is what best becomes his characler.
| Sir Jokn Hershel

&

Washington lrving says =] have
no?’g-m‘l that gmiod nglony?dlh; into
misfolunes, are more likely 1o relrieve
s o o o ol i, i

uence for ly, vin-
R Rdariod Bahetant 1)




